l6g                    TENNYSON  AND   HIS   FRIENDS
TO  MARY  BOYLE
(Dedicating "The Progress of Spring.")
I " Spring-flowers " !    While you still delay to take
Your leave of Town, Our elmtree's ruddy-hearted blossom-Hake
Is fluttering down.
n
Be truer to your promise.    There !  I heard
Our cuckoo call. Be needle to the magnet of your word,
Nor wait, till all
in
Our vernal bloom from every vale and plain
And garden pass, And all the gold from each laburnum chain
Drop to the grass.
IV
Is memory with your Marian gone to rest,
Dead with the dead ? For ere she left us, when we met, you prest
My hand, and said
"I come with your spring-flowers/'    You came friend ;
My birds would sing, You heard not.    Take then this spring-flower I se
This song of spring,